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suites, housing a dozen families where once they
had housed one.
The house where the Lemarchants lived, at the
corner of the lane beyond the market, was one of
these5 a house that rose up high and narrow in its
garden. It was not like the houses of John Com-
pany days, thick-walled, with pillared verandas
and high chunam-washed walls; it might rather
have come from a Provencal town, yellow-
plastered with blue painted shutters and scrolled
iron balconies. It had no verandas, and on every
floor was a vast echoing vestibule; from each the
far ceiling could be seen, topping the second
flight, a ceiling painted with a hunting scene.
The colours had faded and the rain soaked in5
but still the horses cantered down the dim spaces,
by woods and hillocks of sage-green grass, ridden
by gentlemen and simpering ladies whose habits
flowed like waterfalls to the ground. The stag was
in the corner over the well or the stairs, springing
to the rocks, his antlers lowered in challenge
to the hounds, a dun-coloured pack half blotted
out; the greens and the creams and the browns
had mingled with the damp, mottled and patched
with mildew, so that it was hard to tell the painted
scene from the shapes that had come there with
the years. Blanche declared that the figures moved,
that in season the trees turned brown and green
or bare, and she loved to lie in bed at night and
think of them; the company and the huntsmen,
the hounds and horses and the stag, who need not
fear for he never could be caught, chasing through